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“irfe Very Becoming. Ion’s 1 T° He Drawled

HIS way, Manning.” Millard swung the por-
T tiere aside and entered the Lbrary. Manmng,
cool, inserutable, perfectly  groomed and
immaculately drewoed, followed lysn. He put down
his hat, removed his top emt Jooked deliberately
aberst, selected the seat mm the deep recessed
window as a receptacle for his belongings, de-
preted thesn theroon, and returned to Millard's
pide ot an romense table Lden with the wedding-
Pt

There was the vond bnllant array of silver,
bronze, jewels and codelabr. The tabide ghttered
and shone with a dazziing radiance calculated 1o
aat " the miost « Lo t;:.g uf Iif:«l! ~.

A beantiful Leveout, Mr, Millend,” sasd Manning,
irl.a“ d all this .'-Il'-l’l’l']' T,
retarned Millard, a fussy, important
Ittle tian with “money ™ stampesd all over ham,
*worth a good many thousands.”

1 dare s of thoughtfully estimating the
CRACY Wmonnt fepresetited.

“Waorth tive thousand dollars more this after-
noon,” sasrd Millard ruefolly, “than it s pow.”

Yo value the emerald bracelet at that tigure?®”
asked Manning

“That s what my son paad for it st week,”™
said Mullard, puffing out has cheat ke a pouter
pigeon, “a prosent for his favornite sister on her
weddimg-dav.”

“Humph'™ was Manning’s reply. Then suddenly
* And who saw the presents this afternoon ™

“A dozen women, possibly, all mumnate friends
of my daughter ™

“Ah, the feminine touch®™
if to humnself. * The—er
tively

“1 can vouch for evervine of them.” declared
Millird with emphasis. “All have been m my
service for vears ™

Al ves)” sand] Manming gently, ] see ™

“Manning,” saxd Millird i o4 sudden burst of
contidence, “when [ ‘phoned  headquarters 1o
seti] up a man, my dea was that whoever was sent
should stand guard over the gifts Sinece then |
have lewen thimking the matter over I want to
discover the thief.  What can we Jd027

YN one knows of my prosence bere to-night #7
asked Manning

Nt a soul”

“Very well” booking abeoat, “if T could eonceal
myself somenwtere — why of course, the window
the very place He went up and began drawing
the heavy curtams across, ' the thief should first
ok behund these curtaan '

*That in stself would be suspics
Millird

“1 saud the thef,” returmned Manning deviy

“Oh yes, exactly, why of course!”  puffawed
Milland.  * How stupud of me™™

Manning did not dispute this statement, hat
comtinued to adjust the curtains. When they
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sl Munning, as
the servants?” Mterroga-

wms,”” interrupted

O

were arranged to his satisfaction, he crossed the
room and locked a door leading to a back hall
Then he tned the vanous windows, locking each.
Millard watched these proceedings, his pop eves
nearly bulging from his head. It was an astonish-
ing experience for him to find a real detective in his
house, going about taking hberties with nis doors
and windows.

“You think the thief may make another at-
tempt?™ he asked.

*“Oh, you mever can tell” replied Manning.
“We will set our trap. Who knows? We may
catch a bird."”

“Well, I must be off,"”" said Millard; *I shall be
needed. I wish you luck.”

“Oh—er,” said Manning, standing between the
curtuins, *'in case anything should develop, do you
wish an arrest?”

Millurd hesitated a moment, reflecting on the
nasty scandal which might ensue, then sad: ** Well,
no, not if you can get the bracelet without.™

“Oh, T will get it,” retumed Manning confidently.
I am pretry fortunate at this sort of thing.”

“By the way, Manming.” siad Millard as he
reached the hbrary door, 1 will send vou up a
bottle of my choicest Burgundy.™

“Thank you, Mr. Millurd,” said the detective.
1 never drnnk while 1 am on duty.”

“Oh, well, I will send it,” persisted Millard,
“and later you may sample it.”" He drew the
portiere and closed the door belund ham.,

Manning seated himself in the recessed window
ard hstened to the famt sound of the dance muse

below  stairs. He wished he mmght smoke, bt
realizing that the odor of a cigar would betrav hus
presence, was forced to forego that luxury.  After
all, was not his quest absurd? Ten to one, the
society Raffles who had purloined the jewel would
not return to the hbrary. Stll there was the
mere chance. The presents were carclessly  dis-
plaved and supposed to be absolutely unguarded.
So the man from headguarters sat with alert ear
listeming for the first footfall.

Suddenly the soft swish of a woman's gown was
heard and there woated to him a funt rare perfume,
that evidently recalled some pleasant expernence,
for he stuled and rose hastily to look between the
curtains.  Bending over the table of mits was o
charming figure—a  girl with a high bred face,
crowned with hair like spun gold.  She went fron
present to present, touching cach hghtly, as a
battertly might dart from flower to flower.  She
Lifted one rewel, an omament for the hur, from s
case and regarded it thoughtfully and with a Litle
impertinent look of surprise

The eves behind the curtain watched her coase-
lessly ; but there was no hint of suspicron m ther
depths, rather a caressing hght that seemed at
vanance with the stern, mpassive face.

As she stodd thus surveving the jewel, there
was a shall npple of lughter ontsude on  the
stamrs, conpleal with the sound of a man’s vouwe,
Manmng heard the door into the front hall open,
then the tinkle of metal nings as the heavy por-
nere swung hack, then the rustle of a silken frock.

A glonous waltz, Bobby!™ he heard a musical,

metallic vcice say. “You have my step to per-
fection. But do you knov 1 am so keen to sve
the presents again. Ah! Kitty!™  Although the
tone was one of assumod cordulity, the detective
instantly recognized its i incenity,

“Good-evening, Mrs. Pomeroy,” said the girl
coolly, as she kid the jewel back in its case. " \h,
Bobby,” addressing the man with good-natured
contempt, “dancing as usual? Don’t wear yours
self out. Dancing is hand work, vou know," and
absolutely ignoring the woman, the girl quictly
left the room.

“Blank ber!™ said the man, kwoking after her
with a bluck scowl

*“With all my heart,” echowd the woman., ' But
come, look at the presents.  See!  there is the dinner
service from Mr. and Mrs. Millard. | must say |
don't think they hurt their bank-account much on
that, ¢h, Bobhy?™

“ It 1s rather a rum old service,” assented Bobby,

“That stnng of pearls is rather smart, don’t you
think?  Although prarls are grown so common
evervbody and nobody wears them now,  This
bronze 18 rather good-—stll the Livingstones might
have sent much better —they are so disgustingly
nch.  But then, too, they are so mean ™

“By Jove!™ from Bolby., * Look
spoons!”™

“Oh, bother!™ was the impatient retort
wants to ook at spoons?  You can see them any
day. 1 want to see the out-of-ordinary things,
For Heaven's sake, Bobby, lwk at this candle-
stick!™  She read the card with at: “From M,
Mark Pendleton! She got it at Jones's bargain
counter, a dollar ninety-eight "

*“Oh, come now, Adelade,” said Bobby, *how
do vou know that?™

*1 bought one mysell there just hke it for a
Christmus present,” returned Adelande with a how
laugh. “Oh, there is a Bilile! Fancy! Who seng
thae *”

It was Bobby's turn to read: “Frfinm Aunt
Cynthia.” * Hurrah for Aunt Cynthia'" he added
with approbation.

“Is that the rnich aunt for whom they are all
waiting* " queniad Adelaude.

. \-‘-\; -

“Worth ten mullions.” returned Adelaide. " Yes,
those nich aunts worth ten mullions usually send
Bibles. But | don’t see it here anywhere. It was
here this afternoon ™

“What was here?” asked Bobhy,

“The emerald bracelet,” sand Adelaide.

Now jor the first tme the man behind the cur-
tains showed interest in the conversation. He
cautiously peered through an inhinitesimal space
between the drapenies.  He recogmzed " Bobby ™
as Robert Dow, one of the best-known of the gilded
vouth and dissipated sports of the town The
woman he had never seen.  She was tall and hthe,

Her fuace, turned full toward Manning, was hand-

at the
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